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get Father againſt Son, made Brethren Jar; 

At laſt broke out, in a domeſtick War. 

Theſe are the fiery ſpirits of theſe Times : 

Theſe, theſe: muſt Anfwer for the Blood and Crimes ; ; 
They Blow the trumpet of unnat ral War, 

Brandiſh the ſword, and burniſh Arms for Mar. 

Like N ecromancers, as the People ſay, ; 
They've rais d the Devil, which they Cannot lay. 


Only our glorious KING, theſe Wounds can heal, 
Our Strength hes not, in glitt ring Arms and Steel; 
No tis His Wiſdom, and his wond rous Art, 

To govern Men, and Captivate the Heart, 
Which Providence will uſe, to ſtill theſe Fars, 
And put an End, to theſe Land-waſting Wars 
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TOP, ſtop my Steed! hail Cambria, tail, 
With craggy Clifts and darkſome Vale, 
7 May no rude Steps defile them 
Your Poet with a Vengeance ſennt 
From London poſt; is is hither bent 2 2 "ay vor 
To find a ſafe Aſylum! © 
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1 hes the Doom, exclude een Fear, a 
Who preſs'd. upon my Horſe's Rear, = 
And made the Fleet ſtill fleeter 5 
Here ſhall my burried Soul repoſe, = 
And undiſturb'd by Iz15x Proſe, 
kg. Renew my Eygic Metre. - 3 J W A 
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III. 
Thus Hlaccus at Pbilippis F 1d 1 i iT 
Behind him left his little —_ 
And ſeulk'd in Sabine i TOS 
Had 1 not vrege Ula curſed Ode, © 
My Coward Heart T ne er ha? bd. 33 
* Jeſt of every Tavern. 


IV. 
| Ye Guardiang' of Mercyrial Men, Fl 9 2X 2 8 
I boaſt from you tay ſprightly Pen. 

| I rhivie by your Direction: 
Why did you paſtial Gifts. impart 2... 3907 11 
No Heart for Heads Proteftion. | 
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Hence tis my Wit out- runs my 5 
And ſcans each Inch of H--s--y's Length, 
His Length of Sword — j 
Hence angty Boys my Rhyme! provoke, 
I ne'er (too ſerious proves the Duel 12 
Lan think ont withaut Sweating. 
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VI. 
Fool, coy'd I fing for others Sport, 
The taking of _ ey Penn: 


£7 babe Mises within be. 
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VIII. 
Oh! had I ſung ſweet Roundelay, . 1 
Great . Birth, or N dope via 
As innocent as Cally, | 
Your other Pope, (6h hear; je Nine!) 


He'd gladly. all his Odes reſign, | 907) 29906 1 
_ And erden himſelf in FPV. 


Ah ! fince my Fear has fore d me Riche :- 
I feel no more that ſweet blue — ni V 


: The Meſes Ape al 
Dark and more has ce 


And ev'ry Meſage K fr 
Conveys ſad — fig e 


To harmleſs Themes I'll tune my Reed, 400 
1 il Lambkins, whilſt you feed. 1 
. Nymphs, 20 Fountains ; . 
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Ye pendent Goats! 2 comes, | f\ 1 


Convey in your Mountain | 
DIET | 
$42.6 | 
* | XI, There 
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XI. 
There may I fing ſecure, nor Fear 
Shall pull the Songſter by the Ear, 0 
Tadviſe me whilſt I am writing: 
Or if my Satire will burſt forth, 


I'll lampoon Parſons in my Wrath, - 
Their Cloth forbids them . 
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When ess think, can . brook". 
To ſculk beneath this lonely Nok, 551 


And eee will | 


He like Priams Son: * A 
Cries as He ſhakes his bloody fal, I bn f 
Beware of. Iriſb Duel. i £90 : 
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1 a like e Arie | 
Strange Scenes, and ſwim befoe my Eyes, | 
Swords Piſtols, bloody ſhocking 
Whole Crojjds ef ile sg ad View, 
I feel th ingoluit 
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